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the lawn. " Pss . . . Pss . . . Psss." He
bent down and rubbed his fingers together.
The black and white tiger came towards him
delicately, lifting its slender paws over the
grass tops. It dabbed softly at his out-
stretched fingers, followed them on to his
knee, and curled to sleep.

And then there was this queer excitement,
this being on the brink of something, this
secret knowledge that he must not run away ;
this expectation, this fear. He had let go the
door for a moment and these two spirits had
entered in. He would never get rid of them
again. He could only run away and, what-
ever he did, that he must not do. " I mustn't,
must I ?" he whispered to the kitten, touching
its head with his finger. It stirred in its
sleep, yawned, and stretched out a single
paw, unsheathing pins of pearL

He longed for Bettington to come; he
was afraid of Bettington's coming. He
longed to be at home in this house; he was
afraid of the step forward. It was stupid,
it was mad, but it was real. What was it
he feared ? And the only answer he could
make was, The effort, the effort. Yet he
knew there was something more, a thing far
deeper than effort or will, a thing which